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Satire should, hkea polish d 1azor keen, 
Wound with a touch that’s scarcely felt or seen.—Lapy Montacu’ 


‘* Political Pasquinades and Political Caricatures are parts (though humble ones) of Political histo-y. 


They supply information as to the personal habits, and 


oRea as to the motives and objects of public men, which cannot be found elsewhere ’—Croxer’s New Wuic Gui. 


No. 79.) 
EXTINCTION OF TRIAL BY JURY. 





Two weeks ayo we were congratulating the country on the 
verdict of the Calthorpe-street jury, but we have now to expose 


a most infamous attempt to aim a blow at the English Consti- | 


tution, by making Trial by Jury a mere nominal privilege to be 
aullified according to the will of the existing Government. 
Such is the glorious uncertainty of English Law, that it 
abounds in provisions contradictory of one another, and there 
is not a case that can be mentioned to which one law applies, 
but ingennity can suggest another of an exactly opposite 
teadency, yet equally capable of application to a precisely 
similar circumstance. If a lawyer is asked his opinion on a 
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' cally opposite. 


(Price One Penny 





particular point, he will give you a good legal authority for 
taking one side of the case, and is equally well provided with 
an equally legal authority for adopting a view most diametri- 
One law book smashes another law book with 
admirable completeness, and though the advice of one lawyer 
may be good who tells you one thing, the advice of another 


professional man may be quite as good who tells you something 


| quite contradictory of the judgment of his brother practitioner. 
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This glorious uncertainty of the law is not the result of a want 
of ingenuity, but it is artfully devised by an unprincipled legis- 
lature to snit the purposes of a wicked government. The pre- 
sent attempt to overthrow the verdict of the Calthorpe-street 
jury proves the utility of legal ambiguity when a Ministry 
wishes te take advantage of it for its own purposes, ‘‘ Trial by 
Jury” sounds very well in a liberal speech, and used to forma 
delicious clap-trap in the harangues of Brougham and his 
colleagues, before the former reached the sack of wool, that 
peculiar region of fleece ; a seat on which seems to circulate 


a poison through the frame of every public man who attains it, 


a virus utterly destructive of every drop of liberality. ‘ Triad 


by Jury,” we repeat, sounds well in an after dinner speech, but 
is it any thing more substantial than a mere sound when the 
fiat of a Ministry may clap an extinguisher on it, without the 
smallest atom of eeremony 4 

Our caricature of this week shows strikingly the conduct of 
the Whigs on the ooeasion we have been alluding to, and dis- 
plays pictorially the nature and intention of the present pro- 
ceedings of Ministers relative to the policeman, who met his 
death by Justifiable Homicide. Grey and Brougham are re- 
presented to be moving the Court of King’s Bench, exhibited 








ne 


as a large extinguisher, with Denman at its head, in order to 
smother the light of Trial by Jury, which illuminated the 
public as to the motives of the Ministry, with reference to the 
late affair at Clerkenwell. It is unnecessary to point out how 
infinitely more despotic are the Whigs in practise than are 
even the Tories, whose theories scarcely ever equalled in mon- 
strous effrontery the actions that have been committed by the 
present Reform-professing, tax-imposing, coercing, martial- 
law-ruling, head-smashing and Trial-by-Jury-quashing Go- 
vernment. It is said too that they have added to their other 


virtues a renewed prosecution of the press. ‘This is the most 


cheering signal of all, for every one knows a press prosecution to 
ast desperate kick of an infuriated and hopelessly falling 
A coalition too is talked of with Sir Robert Peel,— 


be the | 
Ministry. 
who is to join, it is said, the administration. 
please us more than to see the consummation of our earnest 
wishes in the delicious sight of the Whigs and the Tories 


Nothing would 


both hanging together. 
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THE INTERPRETER. 


Bow-Streret. Sepitrovus Pusiications.—Two miserable looking 
fellows, named James Parr and FReeman Hates, were brought to 
this office in custody of Daniel Byrne, a policeman of the C division, 
charged with sclling a seditious publication, intending to bring bis 
Majesty’s Government into contempt. The publication in question 

was sold for the price of one halfpenny, and was a miserable parody 
upon part of the Litany, in which every rule both of grammar and 


orthography was violated, and which was evidently a compusition of 


some wretched ignoramus of the Grub-street fraternity. Lt assumed 
that the Wigs, as it was printe <d, had been guilty of the most tremendus 
oppression towards the peeple, and i in the responses called upon King 
William the Fourth to deliver us. 
those publications which were calculated to excite prejudice against the 
Government, and called upon the prisoners to enter into their own 
recognizances in 20/., and to find two sureties in 101. each. 

Though we are constantly hearing eulogiums passed on the 
excellency of the English form of government, scarcely a week 
passes without its being declared by some judicial authority, 
that this much vaunted government is in danger of being brought 
into contempt by something which is in itself most utterly 
contemptible. It seems somewhat strange that so magnificent 
a structure as the British Constitution is said to be, should be 
shaken by an illiterate squib, or that the breath of a man 
hawking an ill-spelt production dignified by the title of sedition 
should be strong enough to breathe the taint of coutempt on 
our most admirable government. Yet such is the case according 
to Mr. Minshull, and a man who declares the Wigs have 
oppressed the peeple is thought so dangerous a character, and 
so likely to affect the Ministry that sureties to a large amount 
are demanded of him, in default of which he is committed to 
confinement, lest, by being suffered to remain at large, he should 
render the government contemptible! Dovs Mr. Minshull 
expect that an independence of orthography and a bold yeti ep 
of Lindjley Murray are strong symptoms of revolution? or that 
Lord Grey and his colleagues can be rendered more pana: op 
than they are at present, by a volley of ribaldry from the mouth 
of a wretched vender of catchpennies. ‘To say that Ministers 
are contemptible will no more make them so, than to indulge in 
the fiction that Minshull is a wise man, would infuse an atom 
of sense into his vacant pericranium, What are we to think of 
the Whigs when they take alarm at the ebullitions from the 
Catnach press, and call for bail from a poor devil who hawks 
the halfpennuy-per-yard literature of Monmouth Street about 
for a livelihood? But the Dogberry of the police office is the 
game as the Dogberry Shakspeare drew, and had Minshull sat 


Mr. Minshull thought it was one of 
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for the portrait, it could not have been more like the Bow 
Street idol, than it is in the play of which it forms a character. 
As government seems to direct its minions to take note of any 
thing that may by possibility bear an inte rpretation of sedition, 
we beg to point out the following gross case which occurred 
recently at a dinner in the neighbourhood of St. Giles’s. Whee 
the cheese was brought in, it was accompanied by these 
delightful delicacies of the season yclept onions, and as they 
were rather dirty on the outside, one of the company proposed 
they should be sent out to be peeled again, which was vg 
accordingly. Now we suggest to Mr. Minshull that this wa 
dreadful piec e of sedition, and under the cloak of <‘ pesesiiny 
the onions” it was intended to illustrate the advantage of a 
‘‘repeal of the union.” When Government hears of this fact, 
we have no doubt it will feel the necessity of issuing warrants 
for the apprehension of the parties, for surely we must be 
bordering on a revolution when such extraordinary measures 
are adopted in popular assemblies. 


The Liar of the Times. 


Scarcely a day elapses without the thundering old Times 
being detected in some gross mis-statement of facts, and so 
palpable and numerous have been its recent lies, that we 
henceforth disclaim the co-leadership with that paper, which 
we have hitherto acknowledged. Last week it dared to say, 
that after Colonel Evans and his friends had retired from the 
Kyre Arms dinner, a scene of uproar ensued through the 
insinuated inebriety of the remaining company. Now we 
having quitted the room after Mr. O’Connell’s speech, cannot 
speak decidedly on the point in question, but we have made 
enquiries of respectable persons, who declare no such scene 
ensued as was described by the thunderer. It is true there 
was one dirty little beast found rolling under the table at about 
eleven o’clock, with a note-book in one hand and a broken 
decanter in the other, but he was too far gone to be noisy, and 
was therefore unnoticed till the waiter stumbled over him in 
sweeping away the rubbish. The nasty creature alluded to is 
supposed to have been the reporter for the Times, who finding 
himself alone on being awoke from his brutal lethargy, imagined 
every body had been as dead drunk as himself, and sweltering 
with wine aud venom he is supposed to have hurried to the 
ofice of the Times to earn a few pence by the abominable 
imputation on the company, which figured in the next day’s 
newspaper. It is true the editor recanted on the following day, 
and apologised for the falsehood by urging the promiscuous 
nature of the scoundrels that are per force employed in the 
Printing House Square establishment; but the general rascality 
of the whole of the Tvmes gang is but a poor excuse for cases 
of individual calumny. After writing the above, we found Lord 
Roden exposed another Times lie on Monday in the House of 
Lords, and on Tuesday, the editor as usual candidly regrets 
that the persons engaged on the paper should be so totally lost 
toall sense of propriety, but that such things cannot be prevented 
from occurring. He promises to discharge the author of the 
falsehood, but t) \is is merely inflicting a wound for the sake of 
applying a plaister, and to-morrow’s “Times may bring forth a 
new liar, to be detected the next morning, and discharged on 
the day following. We should think the public were by this 
time sick of being sasulted by being thus fooled by the Times, 
which solemnly asserts a thing on Monday, and has to contradict 
it with indignation before the week is over. 


ENGLISH PIELODIES, NO. 43. 





Sir John Hobhouse has not yet recovered his chagrin at 
being unceremoniously kicked out of Westminster. His attach- 
ment to De Vere is however still strong as ever, and the little 
baronet is to be heard every evening under the windows of the 
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leather-seller, chaunting in touching strains the following 


melting melody. 

Wake, De Vere wake, and again united, 
We'll rove to Covent G,* 

And where our first liberal views were plighted, 
Onr dying speech shall be ; 

There of’t I’ve grabb’d nice split votes delighted, 
And there [Jl part from thee. 

Dear De Vere, dcar De Vere, dear De Vere, 
One speech though that speech be in sorrow, 

Look’ye here, look’ ye here, look’ye here, 
I’m kicked out and old Glory must follow, 

Ah me! 


Lost is my seat and from thee I sever, 
Whom I to dupe was prone, 
Hoping to link your votes for ever 
With baseness like my own; 
Go smile on Lacey Evans and never 
Lament me when I’m gone. 
Dear De Vere, dear De Vere, dear De Vere, 
One specch though that speech be in sorrow, 
Look’ ye here, look’yc here, look’ye here, 
I’m kicked out and old Glory must follow. 
Ah me! 


And when at length on this sacred busting, 
Some worthier man you see, 
And you in him are securely trusting 
And he sings of liberty ; 
When you laugh with him at my out thrusting, 
Ob bid him be warned by me. 
Dear De Vere, dear De Vere, dear De Vere, 
One speech though that speech be in sorrow, 
Look’ye here, look’ye here, look’ye bere, 
Im kicked out and old Glory must follow. 
Ah me! 
(With a tremendous burst of feeling), ab! ab! ah! me, 


* Covent Garden is here evidently alluded to. 


GLOUCESTERIANA, NO. 42, 





This morning the Duke was reading the Morning Post aloud 
to Higgins, who, with Mavor’s erudite work on spelling, was 
assisting to render the hard words intelligible. ‘The illustrious 
Gloucester had gone triumphantly through the inquest on 
Byrne the pugilist, till he got to the verdict, when he came to 
adead stand at the very first word in the paragraph. ‘‘ Higgins,” 
he whiningly exclaimed, “ here’s a puzzler! lug out the Mavor.” 
The aid-de-camp approached with the useful volume alluded to 
“ Look out this,” cried the Duke, pointing to the word ‘* Man- 
slaughter,” “I’ve not been so completely muddled since my 
introduction to that Potso di Boggo who was here last season.” 
Higgins searched accurately, and with his master’s assistance 
came to the conclusion that Man’s-laughter was the verdict 
arrived at by the jury at the inquest on the puyilist. ‘It is 
#0 indeed, Higgins,” was the frantic exclamation of the Duke, 
“but is it not infamous that they should have come to the 
resolution that a man who was beat to death, should have died 
of laughter.” ‘The aid-de-camp was in the arms of Morpheus 
before his master had reached the end of his rigmarole, and 
was only roused to a sense of Gloucester’s brilliaucy, by feeling 
his chair suddenly kicked from under him. 


BREVITIES. 


‘* Brevity is the soul of wit.’’—Shaxspeare. 
a 


Liberal Logic: 
If political agitation is the means of bringing about political 
hberty, the peuple may be said to be free from agitation. 


— 
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The golden Fleece. 

Lord Brougham is said to have made a very incoherent speech 
after the defeat of Ministers in the Lords on Monday. The 
fact is, ever since his elevation to the Chancellorship, he appears 
to have been wool gathering. 


A calm Reduction. 


It is impossible for Sir Richard Vyvyan to sympathize with 
the slaves, for sympathy is a placing of one’s self ideally in the 
situation of the person pitied. Now slaves are valuable to 
their masters, but Sir Richard Vyvyan surely could never feel 
himself to be of any value to any body. 


A bad Stamp. 


The Ministers are attempting to trample down freedom, but 
they have only succeeded as yet in putting their foot into it. 


A black Job. 


The Niggars complain that the government plan for doling 
out emancipation to them is excessively niggar-dly. 


A tottering Government. 


It has been insinuated by the Standard that the noble Lord 
on the Woolsack was (to speak plainly,) drunk when he 
addressed their Lordships on Monday. He certainly not only 
said, but practically proved, that the Ministry (at least as far 
as himself was concerned,) could not very well stand. 


Making Game of the Laws. 


Now that hatching by steam is rendered practicable, those 
who steal game prefer robbing the nests to killing the birds 
themselves, so that instead of poaching pheasants and partridges 
it is usual in the country to poach only their eggs. 


Epigram 
On the Bishop of London’s hostility to Sunday newspapers. ) 
The worthy Bishop swears, to print 
Papers on Sunday is an evil, 
And sure there may be something in’t, 
Since ’tis employment for the Devil. 


4 Giddy Chancellor. 


It was suggested on Monday night in the House of Lords, 
when Brougham was lurching from one side to the other of the 
Woolsack, he was better fitted to be Master of the Rolls. 


THEATRICALS. 





The long announced ballet of Inez de Castro was produced 
on Saturday last to an audience including the six and thirty 
inches of royal stuff, dignified by the title of the Princess 
Victoria. Her embryo Majesty seemed much edified by the 
performance, and her youthful astonishment was charmingly 
illustrated by the simplicity with which she kept her illustrious 
jaws upon the stretch, presenting a full view of the royal teeth 
to those who were happy enough to be in her little Royal Highs 
ness’s immediate vicinity. Our province, however, is to criti- 
cise the ballet and not the audience, thongh our strictures upon 
the worthy crew who frequent the house have been, we are 
given to understand, extremely acceptable to the principal 
subscribers. We have had letters of thanks signed by more 
than one illustrious Duke, for having utterly smashed D’Orsay’s 
pretensions to be ranked as a man of taste in dress, and the 
twopenny post has brought us enthusiastic acknowledgments of 
our public spirit in exposing the secret of his polished boots, 
Mecassared head, and scented handkerchief. We have been 
lauded for placing a gentle curb on the rich but ill-bred sallies, 
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°f the dreadfully vulgar but exquisitely witty Gloucester, while 
we have obtained similar praise for our severe castigation of 
the toad-devouring aid-de-camp. But it has been suggested 
there is a nuisance we have yet overlooked, which is the in- 
solent intrusion of Dubourg the pastry cook, into that part of 
the house appropriated to the audience. This person has been 
strutting down fop’s alley, with all the air of an exquisite, and 
escorting persons of the feminine gender into places intended 
for the occupation of the audience. Mr. Dubourg is very well 
behind his counter, where he serves out Punch a la Romaine 
with a swagger that would immortalize a waiter at the Crown 
and Anchor, and indeed he may even in his way be an-zce man 
when he hands strawberry cream with one paw, and awaits the 
‘filthy lucre” with the other. But it is monstrous for the 
audience to be jostled by a man hot from the oven where he 
bakes his tarts, with fingers fresh from the jam pot, and the 
whole man redolent of puffs, punch and patties. We trust this 
hint will be sufficient to confine Mr. Dubourg in future to the 
coffee room, and prevent him again from exchanging the cook’s 
night-cap for the crush hat, or from quitting the kitchen for 
the sake of strutting through an avenue of agitated customers. 
Our object was however to speak of Inez de Castro, which is 
splendidly produced, and admirably performed, though an 
Italian ballo seems beyond the comprehension of an English 
audience. Action accompanied by music is an unaccustomed 
display on the boards of the King’s theatre, and people seem 
to think it strange that murders should be committed to airs 
from Rossini, or that folks should go systematically out of 
their minds toa movement from the opera of Semzramide. We 
who have seen hundreds of these dbal/i were not taken by sur- 
prise, and could relish the admirably expressive gestures of 
Ronzani, Pallerini, and Cortesi. There was some exaggeration 
in one or two parts which excited some risibility, especially in 
one instance where Inez becomes the subject of a scramble be- 
tween three of the principal male characters. The poor woman 
was first dragged by one, then clutched by another, and grasped 
by a third with such violence as plainly proved her to be “a 
female in distress ;” that truly English touchstone for sympathy 
and sentiment. The unfeeling audience however only laughed 
at the lady’s ill-treatment, and instead of a British burst of 
indignation at the fact of a woman being badly used, our ears 
were assailed with a general tittering. We remember the days 
when the mere exclamation of * Ait a woman” would have 
caused a whole house to rise in indignation at the very thought, 
and when mention was made of a ‘“ female in distress,” there 
was no end to the sympathy of the audience. These things are 
exploded now. In vain do actors mouth on the subject of 
‘* British tara,” and allusions to ** British liberty” fall as flat 
as the singing of ** God Save the King,” or “ The King, God 
bless Him.” ‘Those sentiment anticipating monosyllables, 
‘« The man who” no longer raise a flame of ardent admiration 
in the bosoms even of the gallery, and ‘“ the honesty of an 
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PRICE ONE PENNY, 
This day is publishec, No. II. of 


THE LOVER, 


WITH ENGRAVINGS. 





Contents :— Love's Last Meeting, a tale.— On Lips —Winifredd —Komantic Story of Jeffery Rucel.—Yeu meaner 
beauties by Sir Henry Wotton.—Valour and Wooing—Stuff by Sir Philip Sidney.— Love Letters.— Whiskers. 


CUPID'S SCRAP BOOK 
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English merchant” has ceased to be the cue for three rounds 
of applause, now that trade and kuavery are known to be 
nearly synonymous. 

The state uf the two patent houses is the theme of genera} 
observation, and it is supposed that small Bunn is the great 
lessee of both establishments. He has, accordingly, in the 
plenitude of his importance, issued a species of manifesto 
about actor’s salaries, and talks of 20/7. per week as the mawi- 
mum, with all the confidence of a man of property. Now we 
who know all the secrets of ail people, from the privacy of the 
illustrious Brougham, down to the insignificant obscurity of the 
pigmy Bunn, are very well aware of the mavimum of Bunn’s 
income, which, without Captain Polhill’s assistance would net 
the amount of about 427. 12s. per annum as announeed in a 
previous number of Figaro. The most probable fact is that 
Captain Polhill is the actual lessee of both houses, and that 
Mr. Bunn is only put forward as ostensible proprietor of the 
lease, as Jawyers pick up the first blackguard they meet with 
between Chancery Lane and the Judges’ Chambers, to stand in 
the situation of bail that there is no intention to justify. Now 
Captain Polhill, by his mother’s will, is forbidden to speculate 
in theatrical property, and little Bunn is said to be put forward 
as a willing instrument to frustrate the excellent itentions of 
the Captain’s venerable parent. If this be an absolute fact, is 
not Bunn indictable, and as to Captain Polhill it is wrong of him 
to countenance such a proceeding. We wish it were 1n our 
power to tell his mother of him. His property, however vast, 
cannot long stand the terrific battery of Bunn’s bad manage- 
ment which is dwindling the Captain’s assets to the mere shade 
of what they were formerly. 

The Haymarket is almost totally closed, a circumstance we 
regret, though we cannot help agreeing with a writer in Cob- 
bett’s Magazine, that the failure may ina great degree be 
attributed to bad management. By the bye we were much 
pleased with the brief theatrical notices in Cobbett’s Magazine, 
which are written in a spirit of piquancy with which we pecu- 
liarly sympathise. 
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THE PENNY PRESS. 

It is a long time since we have said any thing complimentary of our- 
selves, but recent events render it imperative we should acknowledge 
the tremendous earnest of public favour which has been, giver 
us. While every penny paper in the kingdom has been declining in 
sale, public enthusiasm and its own innate buoyancy have raised Figaro 
in London to a height in the number of its circulation which Brougham’s 
Knowledge Society can only envy without hoping to participate. Their 
Penny Magazine has not one-tenth part of the sale it formerly enjoyed, 
while itis a known fact that Figaro is still rising every week, and that 
from the palace of the prince to the peasant’s hut, it is ap indispensable 
article of furniture. We however do not wish to exclude other works 
from public patronage, and we, as a specimen of our disinterestedness, 
take this opportunity of pointing attention to an advertisement in this 
number, setting forth the contents of a little work under the taking 
title of the Lover, which scems to be conducted with great taste and 
propriety. 
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ATENT WATERPROOF BEAVER 


HATS.—The only Waterproof Beaver Hats that are 
sanctioned by the King’s Royal Letters Patent, which 
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Poem by the Earl of Pembroke.—An old wife’s boon.— combine every improvement in quality, shape, and coloar 


| of the last hall century, are those manufactured by RO- 
| BERT PRANKS & Co., 140, Kegeot Street, and 9%, 
Redcrosa Street, City. 


Superfine quatity, 214. 
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